he required was a convincing hole. Gelda prided himself upon an
ability to create convincing holes.

"Anybody got a match-box?"

Either nobody had, or those who had were using them, or they
were all too engrossed in other acts of sabotage to hear.

After nosing in vain round the floor, he went to a waste-paper
box in the passage and rooted one out.

Soon he was applying it briskly and successfully to the knees of
his trousers.

"What about the war effort?" muttered Snags, patriotic.

"What war effort?" demanded Gelda., suspicious.

"The one what we're in."

"We're in?"

It seemed to be a new thought to Gelda that he was in a war
effort.

"I am the ruddy effort," he replied, feeling his way.

"You might be somebody's effort, but you aren't a war effort;
you're a wrecker, that's what you are."

"Then why don't they give us more grub and pay? YouVe
gotta get your money's worth, gotta cover your bones with some-
thing, like."

"The trouble is," said Martin, slightly extending a hole in his
sock, "we've no spirit of sacrifice, because the whole army
system is riddled with pettiness and class distinction. We're
treated like naughty children and all we want to do is to put
something across them. The officers walk about like tailors'
dummies, so we think we should."

"Same as that," agreed Gelda, renewing his efforts with the
match-box.

By this time Hoofer was breathing heavily, so Dolly shook Ms
shoulder firmly.

"Eh! Eh! Warrawan?"

"Clothing board," said Dolly. "You haven't changed anything
for the last three times,"

"Nothing to change," grunted Hoofer, turning over.

Although Hoofer was the worst-dressed member of the Piggery,
perhaps of the battalion, patriotic thriftiness was not the reason.
If he went about with his elbows soiled from leaning on public
sj and with grease marks on his blouse testifying to occasional
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